Performative traditions are deeply embedded in much of TT's cultural practices: from the autochthonous musical genres of calypso and rapso to the Carnival-crafted "robber talk" of the notorious Midnight Robbers, orality is central to myriad forms of Trinbagonian cultural expression. Milla C. Riggio posits that young Trinbagonians' performative adeptness stems from "an unusual degree of physical self-confidence flowing from their experiences of selfpresentation in one festive performance or another, most obviously in Carnival" (8). It should come as no surprise then, that spoken word poetry crafted for performance around elements of tone, rhythm and dramatic presentation should take strong hold as an expressive art form here.
Historically rooted in millennia of oral and poetic traditions, contemporary spoken word has been influenced by varied twenty and twenty-first century artistic movements and genres, Journal, Vol. 9, Iss. 1 [2012] , Art. 11 http://scholarlyrepository.miami.edu/anthurium/vol9/iss1/11 to the importance of Marcus Garvey's work in the African diaspora. In collaboration with the musical efforts of talented instrumentalists and singers, these twenty-something poets demonstrated an impressive range of content, performative styles and poise.
While all of the spoken word was passionately delivered and hard-hitting, several outstanding pieces were particularly well-developed and delivered. To the mellow, steady percussion of steel pan beats, Aisha's pan-African tribute to the work of Marcus Garvey opened and closed with incantation-"Marcus Garvey sayin' know me, cuz we a rebel for we black history." Urging the audience to recognize that knowing your history allows you to more effectively shape your future, Aisha insisted that "intellect is the only weaponry."
Derron's jolting and provocatively performed "This is love" traced a budding romance through descriptive visualizations of dream-like "scenes" that charged the oral performance with persuasive cinematographic effect. Beginning with sweetly humorous overtones, a young couple meets, fall in love, formalize their union and become parents-to-be. In a tragic twist, the dream shatters into nightmare when they are violently accosted in their home by thieves and left for dead.
Unflinching and bravely accusatory, Derron's second piece challenged the limits of freedom expounded by US rhetoric: "Who created this unrest?" Astutely interrogating the complicity of the oil industry and US corporate greed with civil strife in the Middle East, Derron posits "all the money going into one man pocket, and in his land is where he reaps the first profit, now able to predict global collapses this one man prophet." Powerfully symbolizing the ways civil freedoms are masked by the empty rhetoric of the star spangled banner, the poet blindfolded himself with a red, white and blue ribbon before delivering the closing line: "Just in case, I never bought a Barack shirt anyway."
The sweet hymn that opened Anisty's first piece with brief, lilting song broke quickly into a tone of ironic solemnity as she presented a chilling memorial service for her own funeral.
Relating the societal pressures she faced as a young woman in Trinidadian society, this piece recalled her short life and people's often false impressions of her seeming happiness postmortem, after her suicide.
In opposing tone, "Salt" was an exhilarating, fiery embrace of the deeply painful and 
